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that slick economic device, the vicious circle, but from an
accumulation of events Agricultural depressions and often
the greed and avarice of landlords starved out the labourer
and scattered his children Cultivation became hurried and
skimped and the poorer fields were abandoned Where land
was low-lying, labour and money were stinted on ditching
and hedging and then ironically enough the swamps and
marshes were preserved as making fine sport for a duck-
shooting landlord The Game Laws forbade entry to woods
to keep down the rabbits in their best strongholds, and as
heath farms were generally encircled by woods, the rabbit
was virtually encouraged to devour And where the rabbit
gets a hold, the bracken follows

When I was a tiny boy I drove with my father to a certain
farm where he was proposing to buy a horse and there I saw
something I shall never forget There was a field of barley,
ten acres maybe, and all round that field was a strip or band
of nothing, for the rabbits had devoured every green thing
Next came a band ^here the ears had gone but the stalks
were left to about a foot high Then came a band where
there were a few ears and lastly a kind of central island where
about half an acre was worth the mowing Before harvest,
the farmer remarked philosophically, the rabbits would have
that too He scraped a living by horse-breeding, buying up
lame and greasy footed mares for a song and using a good sire

Then there was Cranberry, which Reweli farmed in my
young days Even my boy's mind could not fathom one
problem in the economics of Cranberry

'But if the rabbits eat all his corn, father, how does he
live?' was what I wanted to know

'Well, the rent's practically nothing,* my father told me
guardedly 'They'd never let a place like that at all if the
rent was anything Then it'd get all grown over and spoil
the shooting *

He went on to explain that the arable fields, high and dry,
were fine partridge land, and pheasants, reared round the
keeper's cottage, haunted the autumn stubbles

*Yes, but what does he live on^J I still wanted to know

My father gave that sideways nod of his, which was some-
thing of a wink

'Plenty of pheasants, aren't there, sorP WelL the Squire
don't get all of'em'                                                   M